SO                                 WOLSEY

bloodier Ministers than Wolsey were to follow.
It was but the beginning of that second half of
Henry's reign that was going to drench the glori-
ous dreamland of the Court Wolsey had created
with blood ; and one Chancellor after another
was going to fall by the same hand.

Wolsey had no vision of this, but the greater
Chancellor of a day fast drawing near, Sir Thomas
More, had " sized up " Henry as easily as he had
Wolsey. The King had taken to calling on him
more frequently lately, and would sometimes
walk round the garden with him, his arm round
Sir Thomas's neck. Sometimes it was his growing
wrath against the rising tide of Lutheranism that
would take him out there, and sometimes a
lighter reason ; and one can hear the monarch's
hearty laugh at More's sparkling wit or see the
heavy brow with which he would listen to one of
his future Chancellor's judicious summaries of a
situation. One day, when the King had left after
such an audience, Sir Thomas turned into his
house, where he found his son-in-law waiting for
him. " The King is growing very fond of you,"
the latter observed. " He had his arm round your
neck this evening." " Yes," replied More, " but
if he thought he would gain a castle in France by
doing it, he would put a rope around it just as
quickly."

One can imagine how the courtiers must have
derived pleasure and amusement from the pres-
ence of Wolsey and More in their midst, when,